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artist is his frank acceptance of all experiences,
just as love in the artist is simply the sense of
beauty that reveals to the world its body and its
soul

If after I am free a friend of mine gave a
feast, and did not invite me to it, I should not
mind a bit. I can be perfectly happy by myself.
With freedom, flowers, books, and the moon, who
could not be perfectly happy? Besides, feasts are
not for me any more. I have given too many to
care about them. That side of life is over for me,
very fortunately, I dare say. But if after I am
free a friend of mine had a sorrow and refused to
allow me to share it, I should feel it most bit-
terly. If he shut the doors of the house of mourn-
ing against me, I would come back again and
again and beg to be admitted, so that I might
share in what I was entitled to share in. If he
thought me unworthy, unfit to weep with him,
I should feel it as the most poignant humiliation,
as the most terrible mode in which disgrace could
be inflicted on me. But that could not be. I have
a right to share in sorrow, and he who can look
at the loveliness of the world and share its sor-
row, and realize something of the wonder of
both, is in immediate contact with divine tilings,
and has got as near to God's secret as anyone
can get.